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LETTER FROM THE REDDITOR 



With our subscriber base just passing 5,000 - and 100,000 issues downloaded - 
we're starting to develop recognition, stronger community support, and the 
ability to feature some amazing original and exclusive work. 



Welcome to issue 5 of The Redditor, our 
largest to date. Our main focus this time 
around was not only to feature great original 
content from reddit - but original content ex- 
clusive to The Redditor. With our subscriber 
base just passing 5,000 - and 100,000 issues 
downloaded - we're starting to develop rec- 
ognition, stronger community support, and 
the ability to feature some amazing original 
work. 

One of the big changes we are most excited 
about is collaborating with a new guest artist 
each month. Our magazine features four core 
chapters (AskReddit, AMA, Stories, and Pics) 
- so each month we will be working with an 
artist from reddit to create original artwork to 
introduce each section. Our first artist is Alex 
Beltechi, and he's certainly starting things 
off right. 

We're also thrilled to debut a great photo 
series created by the reddit staff, "The Top 



Communities." Each image features a differ- 
ent member of the reddit team who high- 
lights the site's top subreddits - all in the style 
of the Top Doctors" ads from airline maga- 
zines. We've produced an original AMA fea- 
turing the work of a fantastic artist whose 
submission went largely unnoticed, but cer- 
tainly deserves attention. And finally, we 
worked with the developers behind RES 4.0 
to create a nice subreddit of the month that 
shows off their newest release. 

We hope you'll find some new content 
that slipped by and enjoy the readability of 
our magazine format. Beyond the pages, you 
can always find back issues at theredditor. 
com, subscribe to our subreddit at /r/thered- 
ditor, and feel free to leave any thoughts, 
feedback, and content suggestions for future 
issues. Thanks for everyone's continued sup- 
port and helping this project become what it is. 
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®hen the Apple store in the mall opened, I may or may not have used 
their unsecured Wi-Fi to set home pages to things that may or may 
not have been motherless videos of dolphins engaged in various ac- 
tivities with people. Also the mall may or may not actually have a very tiny 

jaiUnit THESHIRT 



©arly last year I made an account "I_google_you." I'd find the high- 
est ranking comment in any thread, google the username, find out all 
their personal info and post it. Got permabanned from Reddit (no, not 
silent banned, but straight up "access denied.") Reddit.com worked fine, how- 
ever clicking anything else would bring me to "access denied". Front page also 
didn't update. Took me a week to figure out they permabanned me. Restart of 
modem/router + new IP and I was good to go. 

085 



"I WAS BANNED FROM A CAKE 

DECORATING FORUM FOR 
CALLING SOMEONE OUT ON 
USING BOXED CAKE MIXES IN 

THE CAKES SHE WAS SELLING." 

EVANGE 



Oy friends and I went out drinking on his twenty-first in a NYC bar and 
every single one of us blacked out. We all woke up the next morning 
at the arranged drunk stay over house, no one aware of what hap- 
pened or how we got there. We chalk it up to youthful discretion and go on 
living our lives. Fast-forward two years... My friend and I are in the city and 
decided to stop by the same bar mid-day for a drink, having such a fond mem- 
ory (or lack thereof) and never having gone back afterward. We take two steps 
in the bar and the bartender and every patron immediately points to the door. 
It is then we notice a large picture of my friend on the wall with the words 
"DO NOT LET THIS MAN OR ANYONE HE IS WITH IN THIS BAR" written on 
it. Still don't know what we did. 

MOOKEY1234 



Owas banned from Roscoe's Chicken and Waf ffes for calling and speak- 
ing with a Morgan Freeman voice and requesting they arrange me a 
super 72nd birthday. When I showed up and spoke in the voice, they 
threw me out. 

AGOOSTAHOLIC 

Owas banned from Albertson's (SoCal Grocery Store) for buying banan- 
as in a gorilla suit without using words. I paid for them and every- 
thing. Everyone but the security manager thought it was funny. We 
tried the same thing at Trader Joe's later that day, not only did they not ban me, 
but they gave me three bundles for free. 

JAYMUNEE80 

"I WAS KICKED OUT OF A RESTAU- 
RANT BECAUSE I CALLED FOR A 
DELIVERY ORDER WHILE SITTING 
AT A TABLE IN THE RESTAURANT." 

MAKEMECHORTLE 

Oy girlfriend was once a teen assistant of a Sunday school class in the 
Deep South. They had a day where the teachers left and the students 
got to ask the assistants questions. That afternoon, she confirmed that 
dinosaurs were real and that it's okay if you're gay because God made you that 
way. A kid went home and came out to his family and the next day a mob of 
parents complained. The church then banned her and was granted a restrain- 
ing order against her (she still isn't allowed within 100 yards). 

BACKSEATPHILOSOPHER 



On third grade we were learning about Van Gogh. My teacher always 
told us how much he liked the texture in his paintings and how it 
signified the passion he put into his work. All of us students had to 
make out own version of "Starry Night." I thought Van Gogh was pretty cool, 
so my dad offered to take me the Museum of Fine Arts. When I saw "The Post 
Man", I just had to touch it. The alarm went off, a guard escorted us out, and 
then informed my father that he could never take me back. I technically have 
a life-long ban, but I don't think they would recognize me now. A week later 
they moved the painting to Chicago. It's still there. 

RACHEYG91 

"I GOT BANNED FROM A ZOO 
BECAUSE I THREW NUDE PICTURES 
OF MYSELF AT THE ELEPHANTS. 
WHILE I WAS IN A TUXEDO." 

APPLERIND 



WHAT LITTLE THING 
DO YOU DO TO MAKE THE 
WORLD 



permalink ASKED BY EL_POOPO 




I pick up other people's litter. Even when I'm walk- 
ing with friends and they drop something, 111 pick 
it up and carry it until I find a bin. It's certainly set a 
good example for my son, though a few of my friends 
think it's a bit nutty. I'm a lapsed Buddhist and back 
in my more dedicated days I took a vow not to de- 
stroy any towns or cities. I interpreted littering as 
contributing to destruction (a bit of a stretch, I know) 
and some of those old habits are hard to break, not 
that I'd necessarily want to. 
RED_ BASTARD 

I seed torrents after downloading them. I turn off 
adblock for sites I think deserve it. 
INVERTEDCROSS 



When I find a penny that is tail sides up, I always flp 
it so that someone else can find it heads up. 
ADAROTEIJI 

I give people extra exercise by holding the door so 

that they have to half-jog for it. 

ESSSSSSS 

If I see someone's computer clogged up with IE tool- 
bars, rammed with spyware, viruses and all that 
other good stuff, I don't take a picture and post it to 
Reddit. I help them out, offer advice, and give them 
my email if they ever get into a situation like that 
again. 
JUHACHE 



I smile at store clerks and have nice conversations 

with them. 

GORDYBOMBAY 



If I come across a speed trap on the highway, I flck 
my high beams so oncoming traffic can know. 
MRMED 



I say "please" and "thank you," and refer to people 

older than me as "sir" or "ma'am". 

I'm 21 and it's a rarity to find people my age or 

younger who still have solid manners. 

ILUVPOKEMANZ 

If I take a coupon to the store and don't use it for 
whatever reason, I leave it in a visible spot near the 
product it's good for. 
POORSOI 

I leave dollar bills in odd places where they won't be 
easily found. 
PATARACK 



I always give people a little 'thank you' wave when 
merging or letting others through. If someone just 
cuts me off, they're an asshole and the drive is a 
nightmare. But if they give the little wave, now 
they're a great person, I'm nice for letting them in, 
and we share a deep, positive connection for almost 
three seconds. 

NASU_MOON_COMMANDER 

If you stop me on the streets of Toronto and ask for 
directions, then by God you are getting the most 
thorough, cheerful and reliable directions you've 
ever gotten in your life. 
BELUGATAQUITO 



I throw my cigarette butts in the trashcan, or save 
them if there isn't one near by. Especially at the 
beach. 
BECCAONIC 



WOULD YOU RATHER. 

permalink ASKED BY BUCSBOY47 




ASKREDDIT 8 



HAVE A DRAGON, OR BE A DRAGON? 



Fd be a dragon, for sure. Less chance of being eaten by 

my dragon. 
TIERANOSAUR 



Have a dragon. Being a dragon would be cool in some 
ways, but suck in many others. If I got a hair in my eye, 
how would I get it out if all I have is razor-sharp claws? 
KABUKISTAR 



HAVE BEEN HELEN KELLER, OR HITLER? 



Hitler easily. Be powerful, lead armies of men, posses large 
sums of government and personal money, conquer half of 
Europe, and make the world fear your very existence or be 
blind and deaf, your entire life... Hitler please. 

CAUCINVASION 



Helen Keller. In principle I'd always want to be the 
good person. She was pretty skilled, too. Hitler to me just 
sounds like empty happiness. 
FANCIULLAGENTEEL 



... HAVE ALZHEIMER'S, OR YOUR SIGNIFICANT OTHER? 



I would rather have the Alzheimer's because I wouldn't 
want her to feel the sorrow of not being able to remember 
the days we had together and that I would be able to fall 
in love with her every day for the rest of my life. 

KELVIN02 



Fd rather they have it, so they don't have to know what 

it would be like if I did. 

TMITIEM 



... SPEND TWO HOURS ON THE MOON, OR TWO COMPLETELY EXPENSE 

FREE MONTHS LIVING LUXURY IN EUROPE? 



Europe without a doubt. I mean come on, I know it's the 
moon and all, but what the hell would you do once you 
got there. Play around in low gravity for ten minutes and 
then get bored only to realize you are on a ball of dirt. 
While landing on the moon is a milestone in human 
history, I can't help but think that we have never tried so 
hard to get somewhere only to do so little. 

SUOMYNONA90375 



Two months and two hours are both very small 
amounts of time. Now, of course two months is quite a 
bit longer, but what do you think would be a better story 
to tell? How you ate fancy foods in Europe like every 
other rich guy? Or how you went to the moon and sent 
your piss into orbit? 
GONERRHEA 



... BE THE RICHEST IN THE WORLD, OR BE IMMORTAL? 



I'd pick the richest person in the world. Your parents, your 
friends, your significant others, your children, your grand- 
children, will all die before your eyes. Being immortal 
means you cannot die regardless of your situation. Imag- 
ine if an earthquake occurs and traps you deep below the 
foundation of your house, too deep to be rescued. As they 
reconstruct new structures on top of you. Trapped deep 
inside this infinite darkness, with no possibility of being 
released or freed; this coffin is where you will spend the 
rest of your life, which will last until the End. Of. Time. 

CHANSEYY 



Immortal. Yes, in this fantasy I'll have to figure out what 
to do with my time when the Sun blows up. But until 
then, I'll see the evolution of the Earth. Civilizations 
come and go. I'll see aliens and I'll live on alien planets. 
I'll use teleportation and time travel and every other 
invention ever invented. I will ignore the difficulties 
of society and simply appreciate everything I see. The 
whole point of living is to see what comes next, and I 
would see it all. And when nothing exists and I float 
through the black of space, my mind will slow down to 
an infinite meditation and I will dream. 
NASU_MOON_COMMANDER 



HAVE SEX WITH ANYONE FOR ONE NIGHT, OR HAVE A LIGHTSABER? 

Light saber. You could then have sex with anyone you'd like, because you have a fucking light saber. 

BUCSBOY47 
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HY CANT WE 

ONSCIOUSLY 
CONTROL /■ 
OUR BRAINS? 



Why can't 
someone just tell 
their brain to 
release serotonin 
when they are 
feeling down 
(instead of 
having to take 
an ti-de press an ts) ? 
Why can't I if I 
were so inclined, 
tell my heart to 
beat at a different 
pace? Is there a 
way to "train" 
oneself to have 
these abilities? 



ASKED BY RUSSILE 



DARWIN2500 

The idea of 'conscious' control is sort of a rabbit-hole, as we 
have to define what consciousness is, where in the stream of 
causality it occurs, and so on. I think that a better summary of 
your question might focus instead on we don't have 'volun- 
tary' control of our brains and hearts, the same way we do 
with our arms and legs. 

The answer is that in most cases this would be maladaptive, 
if not immediately fatal. You mention the heart - allowing for 
voluntary control of the heart is like giving an individual a 
self-destruct button, the odds that you could do something 
useful with that level of control are drastically outweighed by 
the chance that you'll accidentally kill yourself. 

The same principle is true for the brain - the brain is care- 
fully constructed to keep you alive and reproductively suc- 
cessful, and letting you voluntarily mess with it is likely to 
interfere with that. Why bother to have sex, or seek relation- 
ships, when you can just tell your brain to release the same 
neurotransmitters and get all the same sensations and fulfill- 
ment without getting out of bed? Why let you turn off pain or 
sorrow when those are important physiological motivators to 
keep you alive and doing important things? 

This isn't entirely theoretical, as the studies have been done 
with rats - they attached an electrode to a rat's neural reward 
pathways, and placed a lever which controlled the electrode 
in the rat's cage. So, every time they push the lever, they get a 
shock of reward/happiness/whatever. The result: the rats sit in 
the corner pushing the lever until they starve to death. O 




NEURAXIS 

[NEUROBIOLOGY. ANESTHESIA, ELECTROPHYSIOLOGY] 

Let's define 'consciousness' here as the awareness of ones 
surroundings - although it only gives the illusion that you 
are in control of everything in your brain. In fact, research 
is showing that consciousness makes up only a small per- 
centage of all the things going on in your central nervous 
system. 

Let's use the gold-standard of examples, the visual sys- 
tem. How many times did you see the color red yesterday? 
It's a silly question, but really think about it. You don't 
know. Did you make a conscious decision to ignore it? No. 
Your brain did though. The visual system is absolutely over- 
whelmed with visual information. Everything on this page 
is full of color, contours, and even relatable memories from 
other pages. Your brain doesn't want to overwhelm itself 
with stuff like this so it filters. The brain actively inhibits 
information flowing from the retina into the visual cortex. 
The brain has many other filters too, regarding memory. 

Consciousness is a product of brain activity within key 
regions of the brain, and whose purpose, it's argued, is to 
focus your attention and awareness on key aspects of your 
surroundings. Were you aware of every sound around your 
head as you were reading this text? Doubtful. That's be- 
cause it wasn't the central focus of your task in reading this. 
Consciousness is a limited resource, and is not privy to the 
background activity that helps manifest your awareness. 



DESKCLERK 

[COGNITIVE NEUROSCIENCE] 

If you're interested in ways the brain can come to control 
seemingly autonomic processes, I'd suggest you check out 
Buddhism, Buddhist monks, and meditation. Over decades 
of training you can control certain functions to a great de- 
gree, such as body temperature. 

The reason you can't do these from birth is because it 
makes sense to free the "working mind" from taking care of 
routine tasks, such as monitoring heart rate and breathing. 
We're given a certain amount of control over some things, 
but it just hasn't been evolutionarily beneficial for certain 
reasons to give us complete control over some of these pro- 
cesses. 

The thing is, the brain already knows what your heart 
needs to beat at to keep you alive, and it does it automatical- 
ly. Giving yourself control over this gives you the burden of 
constantly monitoring it. Even if you were to able to switch 
on and off the autopilot, making a mistake in something as 
vital as the rhythm of your heart is indeed a risky maneu- 
ver, and I don't exactly think that being able to do this re- 
ally would have aided prehistoric man survival wise. We 
can also argue upon which autonomic processes it would 
actually be favorable to have complete control over. Heart 
rate, probably much more rare instances where you would 
actually need to voluntarily turn up or down the dial. O 
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PERMALINK 



SUBMITTED BY NAILGUNSODOMY 



MADAGASCAR 



In June 2010, 1 left the UK to go and live out in the wild 
reaches of North Madagascar. I did this to help with a 
conservation project, which educated volunteers from all 
over the world on a number of subjects such as birding, 
reptiles, and social issues. The habitat in Madagascar was 
completely wild. The camp I lived in was extremely basic, 
and I had rice and beans three times a day. Every day. 



HOW DID YOU GET INVOLVED WITH 
THIS TYPE OF CONSERVATION WORK? 

I went straight from my A- Levels to study Bio- 
logical Sciences specializing in Zoology, and 
then carried on to do a Masters in Conserva- 
tion and Wildlife Management. I applied to 
become an intern at a conservation organiza- 
tion in the UK, and worked there for 7 months 
in the Research department. I was offered 
through internal recruitment the chance to 
work over in Madagascar for 7 months. 

WHAT WAS A NORMAL DAY AT THE CAMP? 

4am - Wake up and go for an hour's walk up a 
mountain to watch the sunrise. 

6am - Venture into parts of the forest and do 
some bird watching and help people identify 
which birds are which, with lots of photogra- 
phy and lemur spotting. 

7am - Breakfast of sebeda (basically rice pud- 
ding. ..not my favorite!) 

8am - Chameleon & reptile search, looking 
around the forest for such critters and then tak- 
ing them back to camp to identify them and 
record what we have seen. 

10am - Project work; the volunteers could do a 
choice of project whilst over there, and I chose 
to do a project looking at which birds are found 
in which different parts of the forest. This would 
be the time when people work on these projects, 
writing them up or carrying out data collection 

12pm - Lunch; rice and ruddy beans! 

1pm - Relaxation period, as it got to ridiculous 
temperatures! 

4pm - Walk out to far end of forest (about an hour 
and half trek) to do more bird watching, followed 
by climbing up a mountain again for a sunset! 

7pm - Dinner. Guess what? Rice and beans. 

8pm - Relaxation time; usually with cards and 
cheap beer which we got carried into the camp 
by Zebu cart. However, this only happened 
once every 3 months so we had to stock up on 
a lot of beer! 

10pm - Bed time in our tents, or the volunteers 
would sleep in a communal hut. 

DID YOU RUN INTO ANY LEMURS? 

We had lemurs all around us all the time! The 
camp had three types in it, Sanford's Brown Le- 
murs, Crowned Lemurs, and Mouse Lemurs. 
They were amazing. The noise they make is O 
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Mil 



unbelievable, hard to describe, but like a sucking sound 
but very loud. They were quite cautious of us, but friend- 
ly! At night, if you were lying in a hammock, they would 
usually climb onto the same tree and keep staring at you. 
They also quite fancied watching us when we had a bath 
for some reason! 

CRAZIEST ANIMAL ENCOUNTER? 

I think the craziest animal encounter I had was when I 
was having a bath in the local stream (about one meter deep), 
when a Ground Boa decided to come for a swim without 
me knowing. I had lathered myself up in my biodegradable 
shampoo, when I felt it swimming around my feet. Quite 
freaky to say the least! 

BIG SPIDERS? 

You bet! 



CAN YOU DESCRIBE THE TOWNS YOU STAYED IN? 

I stayed in Antananarivo (the capital, more or less smack in the 
middle of the country) for about two weeks, and Diego Su- 
arez (North of the Island) for about one Month. 

Being a third world country, the state of some of the places 
is what you expect really; a lot of poverty, and a real divide 
of classes. Antananarivo had a large military presence due 
to a large number of coups, which seem to happen as the 
country is run by.... a DJ. Yes. 

Diego was much more rural than Antananarivo, and as 
such a bit nicer. There is still a lot of poverty, but in Diego it 
seems a bit more level. A lot of fun places to hang out and 
bars to visit. One of the most striking things about Diego 
was definitely the large number of prostitutes and elderly 
white gentlemen using their services. 

Needless to say as nice as all of this is, there is still quite O 




WE WERE THERE 
SAYING THAT THEY 
NEED TO STOP 
CUTTING DOWN 
THE FOREST - BUT 
GOD DAMMIT IT 
ISN'T THAT EASY... 



AMA 



a bit of crime which goes on, but this is no different from 
any other third world country in my opinion. Everyone 
you talk to is very friendly, as if you do look like I did, then 
you will come across as something of a novelty. 

HAS YOUR PERSPECTIVE OF HUMANITY'S ROLE 
IN NATURE CHANGED FROM YOUR 
EXPERIENCES? 

It is very challenging working with people in third world 
countries, or indeed anywhere where resources are of ex- 
treme importance - more so than in first world countries 
where we can just turn a switch on and get a fire going, 
with no effort required. 

We worked with many farmers and landowners out there 
who simply expressed that they need wood to make fires 
and land to grow crops to feed their family. We were there 
saying that they need to stop cutting down the forest but 
god dammit it isn't that easy, sadly. Its a very much first 
world approach that we want to watch Lemurs on TV 
so they shouldn't destroy the habitat, but who on earth 
would ever say "Yeah, let my family starve so that we can 
have these furry things can jump around the trees." If I 
were a farmer I certainly wouldn't. I'd cut down as much 
forest as I'd need to feed my family. 

It is a sad con flct, and one of the greatest challenges to 
the world of conservation. However, I do not and can- 
not blame these people for destroying the forest sadly. 
It isn't fair. 

HAVING ONLY RICE AND BEANS EVERY DAY, DID 
YOU MISS THE FOOD YOU WOULD EAT NORMALLY 
BACK HOME? 

I did miss the food from back home, but after a while you 
get used to rice and beans, especially when you put in 
some curry powder brought over by a volunteer! If any- 
one came around and said that they were going to buy a 
Domino's pizza when they get back to the UK before the 
staff, we would heavily discourage any further conversa- 
tion. Haha, it was agony sometimes. 

The first thing I ate after I got back was a burger. It was 
insanely tasty, quite possibly the biggest food pleasure 
I've ever had. I am very thankful for the food I have 
now, and it really does make me think how much ev- 
erything in my life is such a luxury. Even so much as a 
simple shower. 

HOW MUCH DID THE WHOLE TRIP COST? 

I was employed through the organization to do the work, 
so I avoided paying the program fees, but typically a proj- 
ect such as this costs around £2000 for three months or so I 
have found, although this can vary. However, the cost to 
out there came to around £1200, and extra costs on top of 
that rounded my total expenditure out to, I reckon, £2500. o 
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To be honest, I only spent money when I was in Diego, the 
nearest city, and that wasn't often. In the jungle I didn't 
spend a penny, except when people would come round 
offering goods like duck eggs, but these were a rarity! 

HOW DO YOU FEEL ABOUT LIVING IN A FIRST 
WORLD COUNTRY AFTER SEVEN MONTHS OUT- 
SIDE OF ONE? 

I feel that when you live in a first world country, you re- 
ally are lucky. Seeing the riots in the UK made me so an- 
gry. We have complete shits running around saying that 
they are being unfairly treated by not 'having their taxes 
back' from the government, when these people need to 
shipped off to the real world and start getting some per- 
spective. 

WHAT WAS YOUR FAVORITE THING, OR WHAT YOU 
MISS MOST ABOUT IT NOW? 

I miss how simple life was in the camp. There is a lot to be 
said for having a very simple lifestyle, and with my work 
there it was very, expectantly, non-digital. You come back 
to the UK and everything is computer screens, cars, noise, 
traffic, jams, things to do. All very hectic. Out there it was 
so peaceful. Except the forest fire, that is... But still! I prob- 
ably miss the birds the most. The birds over there are some 
of the most fascinating in the world. 



WHAT ADVICE CAN YOU GIVE FOR SOMEBODY 
WANTING TO DO THE SAME THING? 

This is quite a big step for a lot of people as it requires a lot 
of money, time, and a real leap out of the comfort zone. If 
you are interested in something like this, I would recom- 
mend looking around for 'gap year programs', give them a 
call, and see what they have to offer! 

Make sure that you commit to it and say "I'm going to do 
this in (for example) June 2012!" and work towards that. 
Look up all of the information about the country and make 
sure that you are fully aware of how everything works 
over there, and what you need to do to get a VISA, which 
can be a nightmare sometimes. 

Finally, make sure you actually want to do it! We had a few 
volunteers who just didn't want to be there at all. It was 
baf flng to the staff why they didn't want to go out, explore, 
and try to contribute! Sure, it is a great thing for the CV, but 
don't waste your time and other people's time if it is just be- 
cause of that which you are going over there! 

WOULD YOU RECOMMEND IT TO OTHER PEOPLE? 

It was an experience in my life which I will always hold 
dear to me and remember with fondness. I doubt I will ever 
be in such a position again. I could not recommend it high- 
ly enough to other people, as long as you are interested in 
wildlife, culture, and genuinely want to make a difference. O 
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TYSON 
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SUBMITTED BY NEILTYSON 



Neil deGrasse Tyson is an 
American astrophysicist, a 
science communicator, and 
a Research Associate in the 
Department of Astrophysics 
at the American Museum of 
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WHAT DO YOU CONSIDER TO BE YOUR 
GREATEST SCIENTIFIC ACCOMPLISHMENT? 

Based on a careful review of observation bias in how 
people obtained data on the universe, I made a pre- 
diction some years ago that there were iox as many 
galaxies in the universe than had then been cata- 
logued. The actual number turned out to be about 5X 
as many galaxies. I got the wrong answer, but for the 
right reasons, and it stimulated much further work 
on the subject. 



WHAT IS THE KEY TO ROOTING OUT 
THE ANTI-SCIENCE VIEW IN AMERICA, 
ESPECIALLY IN REGARDS TO THINGS LIKE 
EVOLUTION AND CLIMATE CHANGE? 

I don't mind anti-science views. We've all bought 
into America being free, which means, above all else, 
freedom of speech. What concerns me is when those 
who are anti-science try to prevent others from doing 
science. When that happens, that's the beginning of 
the end. O 



AN ELECTRON HAS 
NO KNOWN SIZE, 
IT'S SMALLER THAN 
THE SMALLEST 
MEASUREMENT WE 
HAVE EVER MADE 
OF ANYTHING. 



CAN WE INSPIRE MORE KIDS TO 
PURSUE SPACE-RELATED SCIENCE 
AND RESEARCH? IF SO, HOW? 

Kids are never the problem, they are born scientists. 
The problem is always the adults. They beat the cu- 
riosity out of the kids. They out-number kids. They 
vote. They wield resources. That's why my public 
focus is primarily adults. 




WHAT IS YOUR FAVORITE SHORT SCIENCE 
FACT YOU LIKE TO TELL PEOPLE TO REALLY 
MAKE THEM THINK? 

The atoms in our bodies are traceable to supernova 
stars that scattered their chemical enrichment across 
the cosmos, spawning the birth of star systems that 
contain planets, at least one of them containing life. 

Since time slows relative to the speed of light, does 
this mean that photons are essentially not moving 
through time at all? 

Photons have no ticking time at all, which means, as 
far as they are concerned, they are absorbed the in- 
stant they are emitted, even if the distance traveled is 
across the universe itself. 

WHAT NEVER FAILS TO BLOW YOUR MIND 
IN PHYSICS? 

1) The fact that an electron has no known size, it's 
smaller than the smallest measurement we have 
ever made of anything. 

2) Quarks come only in pairs: If you try to separate 
two of them, the energy you sink into the system to 
accomplish this feat is exactly the energy needed to 
spontaneously create two more quarks, one to part- 
ner with each of those you pulled apart. 

3) That the space-time structure inside a rotating 
black hole does not preclude the existence of an en- 
tire other universe. 




WHAT DO YOU PREFER NASA TO EXPLORE 
MORE OF? 

Asteroids that might one day hit us. 



WHAT DO YOU THINK IT WILL TAKE FOR 
THE USA TO SERIOUSLY REINVEST IN THE 
SPACE PROGRAM? 

A foreign threat. That seems to be the only thing 
around that motivates bickering political parties to 
act in harmony. O 
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WILL OUR MINDS EVER BE ABLE TO TRULY 
COMPREHEND THE VASTNESS OF THE 
UNIVERSE? 

I lose sleep worrying that we, as a species, are simply 
too stupid to figure out the universe. In other words, 
we are not as candid as we should be about our 
neuro-biological limitations. 

IF YOU COULD IMPRESS ONE THING ON 
YOUNG PEOPLE TODAY, WHAT WOULD IT BE? 

Adults are not all they're cracked up to be. And most 
of them are wrong most of the time. This can be quite 
revelatory for a kid, often launching them on a per- 
sonal quest of exploration, rather than of Q&A ses- 
sions with their parents. 

IF YOU COULD ADD ONE COURSE TO 

A STUDENT'S CURRICULUM, WHAT WOULD 

IT BE? 

A course title every university should offer: "How to 
tell when someone else is full of shit." 

IF YOU APPEARED ON THE GAME SHOW 
JEOPARDY, HOW DO YOU THINK YOU 
WOULD DO? 

If I were a contestant, I'm sure I would make the first 
few rounds, but would surely lose in any tourna- 
ment. The people who win these things have a dif- 
ferent brain wiring than I have. Part of me echoes 



Einstein's edict: never memorize what you can look 
up in a book. 

DO YOU THINK THAT HUMANS IN OUR 
LIFETIME WILL ACHIEVE THE TECHNOLOGY 
TO BE ABLE TO LIVE FOREVER? 

Yes, I think it's inevitable. But that would eventu- 
ally make for a very crowded Earth. So perhaps that's 
what we need to jumpstart the space program. 

WHAT ARE YOUR FEELINGS ON RELIGION 
AND THE AFTERLIFE, AND ARE YOU SCARED 
TO DIE? 

I remain unconvinced that anything other than 
rapid decomposition is the fate of my body and mind 
after death. I've accomplished enough in life so 
that I do not fear death. In fact, I've left instructions 
for my Epitaph, a quote from the educator, Horace 
Mann: "Be ashamed to die until you have won some 
victory for humanity". That's the creed I live by. And 
will die by. 

WHAT ARE YOUR THOUGHTS ON 
CRYOGENIC PRESERVATION? 

A marvelous way to convince people to give you 
money. I'd have more confidence if we had previ- 
ously managed to pull this off with other mammals. 
Until then I see it as a waste of money. I'd rather en- 
joy my money and then be buried, offering my body 
back to the flora and fauna of which I have dined my 
whole life. 



IF A TACO AND A BURRITO ARE TRAVELING 
NEAR THE SPEED OF LIGHT AND COLLIDE, 
WILL THE RESULT BE DELICIOUS? 

The result would be an explosion large enough to 





When people ask what kind of art I make, I struggle with my description, but I make art dolls. I need to start carrying 
around pictures because people imagine smiling, generic dolls. I think I'm on the same level of a cat lady in their minds. 
But the "figures" I make are often plagued with interesting ailments, personal tragedies, deformities and don't really smile 

often. While most dolls are creepy because of those vacant eyes and fake smiles, mine wear their creepiness on their 
sleeve like a badge, which in my mind makes them more authentic and even endearing. O 



HOW DID YOU LEARN TO MAKE THESE? 

I discovered art dolls on the internet right after graduating 
Art School with a degree in Illustration. 

I fell in love with a really sweet looking half-naked mer- 
maid doll, but I was broke. I looked up some tutorials on 
sculpting with polymer clay, went out and bought some 
cheap clay, and started experimenting. I'm so glad I didn't 
buy that mermaid because as soon as I started sculpting 
(something I had never done before) I was in love. That 
was six years ago. The first sculptures I made were really 
bad, but I was blind to that at the time and just amazed 
that I could make whatever I wanted, and unlike my 2D 
drawings, it was tangible. 

YOU HAVE A VERY UNIQUE (AND DARK) STYLE, 
HAVE YOU ALWAYS BEEN INTERESTED IN 
THE MACABRE? 

I have. My mom used to get a lot of angry phone calls from 
other parents complaining about their kids not sleeping 
after my scary stories. People like me are just born want- 
ing to be spooked. I also spend an awful lot of time "re- 
searching" on reddit - /r/creepy, nosleep etc. 

DO YOU HANG THE ORNAMENTS ON A 
CHRISTMAS TREE? 

Yeah, my first zombie ornament was for the Christmas 
tree, the second was for my husband's desk at work, and 
I started selling the rest. Most people just leave them up 
year round. I just really love zombies, and really dislike 
the monotony that Christmas has become, so I put the 
two together. Ornaments are also much smaller than 
my full sized dolls, so they are quick and easy, and I can 
work out some ideas I have without having to commit 
to a large size. 

COULD YOU EXPLAIN YOUR PROCESS? 

First off I have an idea book, I get so many ideas and have 
the attention span of a goldfish, so I have to write them 
down before I forget. I never make anything I'm not 100% 
excited about, so a lot of ideas that lose steam go into the 
book so they can be rediscovered when I'm more in the 
mood for that kind of thing. It's important for me to just 
go with my gut feeling on things so I kind of suck at plan- 
ning on commission work. 

Start with an awesome idea, the weirder the better really. 
Screw what most people think because if I cared I'd be 
boring as hell. 

I usually start off with some armature wire and make the 
skeleton. I tend to reinforce the movable parts, because de- 
spite being called armature wire, it will break if you play 
with it enough. Then I add bulk with tin foil and wrap the 
whole thing (tin foil + wire) in masking tape- this prevents 
the metal from making the clay dirty. O 




Then I use Prosculpt 
Polymer Clay, it works 
best for me. The beauty 
with polymer clay is that 
you can cure it in your 
own oven, and you can 
bake it multiple times 
without ruining it. I usu- 
ally sculpt the head first 
and bake it, then I do 
the arms and legs, bake 
again, and then lastly the 
hands and feet, which 
are the most delicate. The 
only advice I can give 
about sculpting is to ex- 
periment with a lot of 
tools, wood, dental tools, 
etc. I have a little wood- 
en spatula tool that I 
am convinced is magic. 
Also, study anatomy! 
Make sure your faces 
aren't fkt, look closely 
at the shapes of things 
and don't be a brute. Be 
gentle, patient, and re- 
member you get the best 
results by being subtle. 

After I have everything 
I need baked onto the 
armature, I usually have 
left the torso untouched 
(just tape-foil- wire) and I 
wrap the torso in cotton 
batting. I leave a small 
space on the upper arms 
and upper legs and wrap 
that in batting as well. 
The reason I leave this 
space unsculpted is so it 
will be slightly movable. 

After that, I use acrylics 
to paint with. Sometimes 
I'll leave the natural 
color of the clay, which 
is skin tone, and just do 
washes of color. Other 
times I'll paint the whole 
figure, which is when it really comes to life. 

The costumes are the finishing touch, and I think what re- 
ally "make" my dolls. I had no idea how to sew so it was 
trial and error and glue for a long time until I figured it all 
out. All the outfits are handmade, specifically for each doll. 
Only tip here is that taking apart existing clothing with 




I HAD NO IDEA HOW TO SEW, SO IT WAS 
TRIAL AND ERROR AND GLUE FOR A LONG 
TIME UNTIL I FIGURED IT ALL OUT 




design features you like, 
frills, lace, a seam pattern 
you like can really save 
time and help you out. I 
have a very creepy cabi- 
net full of old Victorian 
baby christening gowns 
I buy and stockpile from 
eBay because I like how 
old the fabric looks. Then 
you pop on some hair 
and maybe make a hat 
and you are done. Wig- 
ging is my least favorite 
part because I end up 
with hairy glue fingers. 



HOW MUCH DOES 
EACH COST TO 
MAKE? DO YOU SELL 
THEM? 

I haven't figured 
out how much they 
cost me to make 
because each piece is so 
different and requires 
different materials and 
amounts of time. I have 
sold all of my pieces (ex- 
cept one that I just can't 
part with). I have a couple 
of galleries in the United 
States and Canada featur- 
ing my work, but I prefer 
to sell through Etsy be- 
cause I don't have to split 
my profit and I can have 
more of a relationship 
with my customers. 



HOW DOES YOUR 
FAMILY FEEL ABOUT 
YOUR WORK? 

My son is two so he 
doesn't notice or care yet. 
I don't expose him to 
anything I think would 
be damaging, but I se- 
cretly hope he's going to ask me to go on a zombie walk 
someday soon. My husband loves my work. He saw me 
discover this form of art and how I grew with it, so he 
understands me best. The rest of my family always asks 
me when I'm going to make pretty dolls, but I think it's 
dawning on them that this isn't just a phase, o 
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I ALWAYS SKETCH IN MY SPARE TIME - I'VE BEEN DOING IT 
SINCE I WAS THREE AND I DON'T THINK THAT WILL STOP. 
BUT ART DOLLS ARE WHAT I LOVE TO DO. 
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YOU UNEXPECTEDLY TIME-TRAVEL T0 1985. 

YOU HAVE NO WAY BACK, EVER. WHAT DO YOU DO? 





CHAPTER 1 I am walking home from work 
on a normal day and boom, I open my apart- 
ment door to find out it is 1985. 

First comes confusion as I wonder why my 
apartment looks different. Hopefully no one is 
home. Hopefully something will trigger a sense 
of the '80s, a magazine or household product. 
The TV will be old as hell but look new. I turn 
it on. It is around 6 pm, so I am watching the 
news and there is an earthquake in Mexico 
City and maybe something about Tipper Gore. I 
have $20 in my pocket and a wallet full of use- 
less cards that would appear fake to authorities, 
not to mention no identity. 

Sorry past apartment renters, but I gotta rob 
you. I search the apartment for anything I can 
take in my over-the-shoulder and maybe make 
some cash. I'm out the door. 

It's 1985. I am 11 years old in St. Louis. But 37 
year-old me has a bag full of stolen goods in 
Chicago and is a block and half from my grand- 
mother's house. Will my grandmother recog- 
nize the 1 1 year old in the 37 year-old me? Is my 
youngest uncle currently around the corner at 
The Bubble having a drink? How can I get to St. 
Louis? 

It's September 19th and in a few weeks the Roy- 
als will escape defeat at the hands of the Cardi- 
nals with some bullshit call in Game 6. Also, the 
Bears will win the Super Bowl. Aside from the 
stolen goods, I have an Andriod LG phone, a 
5-year old ipod nano and earphones, and a USB 
drive with personal and business files in a for- 
mat that probably hasn't been invented yet. 



CHAPTER 2 At this point, I've got to get to 
St. Louis. What will that take in 1985? I can't fljr 



without ID, can I? I am trusting that my par- 
ents will somehow know that I am, in fact, their 
time-traveling son. I am trusting that parental 
feeling. But will my grandmother? What if she 
doesn't... has she moved to Florida yet? I think 
back to a photo of me on the family station wag- 
on with my sisters visiting my grandmother in 
Fort Myers, FL. How old was I? I look taller than 
11 and I remember wearing a Led Zeppelin T, 
so probably older than 11. 1 think she is still in 
Granville. I'm going there, but first let's get rid of 
these stolen goods. 

I don't know how long I will be in this neigh- 
borhood, so I can't find a pawn shop around 
here. I have some watches, jewelry, and 36 
more dollars. I have two gold coins from 1976 
and an antique Mickey Mouse watch with 
moving hands. I should go downtown, the L 
train is right here and I have 6 dollars in ones. 
I remember seeing older looking marquees for 
jewelers downtown, north of the Mag Mile. I 
walk to the Bryn Mawr stop. Thankfully, some- 
one else is getting tokens from this machine 
I've never seen before, so I mimic her actions 
and get as many tokens as $6 will get me. I have 
a transit pass in my wallet, but it won't work 
until 1999 or so. 

Things are crazy as hell on what would later be 
named the Red Line and I am tempted to get 
out my iPod, but I will need all the power it has 
to maybe sell it or demonstrate its use to some- 
one capable. 

Walton and Delaware downtown are littered 
with jewelers and antique dealers. I sell 8 piec- 
es of jewelry at 6 shops to avoid arousing sus- 
picion and to get a better price, hoping I don't 
look like anything but someone who recently 
lost his grandmother and these are the pieces 
we can part with. O 






It is 7:27 pm and I now have 
$467. 1 consider avoiding my 
grandmother altogether. I go 
over to State and Chestnut, the cur- 
rent "Viagra Triangle", and have a beer. 
While I am at the bar I hear a laugh I rec- 
ognize. I look over and see my boss. My boss 
is an awesome gal, 51 in 201 1 but 25 in 1985. 201 1 
us had recently returned from a two week business 
trip though Hong Kong and Guangdong province. 

That's when it hits me. If I get lucky, I can use the tech 
in my bag to get a job manufacturing this shit in China, 
maybe start my own tech hardware company. Hell, 
even though the items in my possession are basically 
useless hard drives with programming in languages 
yet to be invented, the hard drive, USB, and touch- 
screen tech are invaluable technological head-starts. 

First things, first: 

Bang my 25-year old boss (she meets her current 2011 
husband in 3 months!), 

Get to St. Louis. 

First things first. 

CHAPTER 3 I wake up in Lincoln Park. It is Friday 
9/20/1985 and NPR reminds me of this as my 25-year 
old 2011 boss is showering. I am making coffee as 
she emerges. I had used all the information I learned 
through 8 years of being colleagues and 5 seasons of 
How I Met Your Mother to get her into bed. I shower 
and re-dress and we head down to the train together. 
I had lied and said I had a job at Leo Burnett, the only 
company I could remember being downtown that 
would surely already be there in 1985 (thanks Mad 
Men). I promise to call her after I get back from my 
weekend trip to St. Louis. 

I walk to Union Station and I am in luck. I can purchase 
a ticket without I D. I lurk in the Union Station gift shop, 
buying a TIME, a Forbes, and a Newsweek. I also get a 
Chicago Tribune and a New York Times. Also a Barron's. 



My Mom's 
Dad read Bar- 
ron's religiously 
and I hope this will 
help. I expect I am go- 
ing to have to pull one of 
those "I know things only I 
could know" routines. I have 6 
hours to kill before the 3 o'clock train. 
I have $412 after the tickets and periodi- 
cals and 6 hours to read them on the train. I 
will arrive in St. Louis around 9 pm. I can take 
a cab to a hotel near my family's house, so maybe 
I should get some clothes. 

I walk to Macy's, wait... still Marshal Field's. I see a 
Nintendo, brand new for $129.99 an d the 11 year old 
inside me wants to get it. My parents never got me 
one; I played early games on a Commodore 64. 1 don't 
know how much I will need the money, so I focus on 
clothes. I get a pack of boxers, T's, and a pair of Levi's 501 
jeans. As I spend the money, I start to get really nervous 
about the predicament I am in. I can't spend anymore 
money unless I need to. I head back to Union Station 
and lounge on the wooden benches around the old 
clock. I start reading up on the events I already lived 
through as an oblivious 1 1 year old. Crocket and Tubbs 
are on the cover, they found the Titantic and Reagan O 



messes with the Fed. Newsweek: South Africa, 
Apartheid. 

I take the 6 hour train trip to St. Louis, dozing 
and reading about Fall of 1985. When I arrive, 
I get a taxi to take me to this old hotel in down- 
town Clayton, the one I remember closest to my 
old house. As the taxi leaves, I start walking. It 
takes me 45 minutes to get to my old place. We 
moved in when I was 6 or maybe 7. We would 
move out in, I think, two years. I'm nervous. It 
is after 10 pm and I stand on the street down the 
big hill. My main childhood home sits atop with 
my whole 1985 family, probably asleep by now. 
Tomorrow is Saturday. I wish maybe it was Fri- 
day, then I'd have just my mom to talk to. Then 
I think maybe it is better to have Dad there too, 
she'd be more inclined to talk with Dad there. 
Maybe it is better to have 1 1 year old me there 
to compare to? Maybe not. I know where I can 
sleep nearby, in a big bush we used as a fort as 
kids. It's bushy and soft and has a nice hollow 
inside; I can sleep there until morning. 

CHAPTER 4 "I don't know, I don't think we 
need to call the cops." 

"Son.... Son. Wake up, son." 

I am jostled awake by an elderly man. "Mr. 
Campbell. I remember you, what are you doing 
in Chicago Mr. Campbell, I thought you were 
dead." 

"Well, I'm not dead, Son, and this isn't Chicago." 

I look up at Mr. Campbell. He's been dead for 22 
years in 2011. 2011! 1985! I remember my pre- 
dicament and sit bolt upright. 

"I'm sorry Mr. Campbell... I... know how much 
you like your bushes." 

I stammer like the child I was when Mr. Camp- 
bell would catch us in the bushes after he came 
home from work or at night. I quickly grab my 
bag and stand up. I had never stood in those 
bushes as an adult and it turns out I'm much 
taller at 37. As I stand I see my father looking at 
me. He has his hand on my 11 year-old shoul- 
der. I look at him. He has more hair, and then 
it dawns on me. He was 27 when I was born. I 
would have just turned 11, so he's actually 38, 
going to be 39 in December. We are the same 



age. I look at my 11 -year old self. I have bushy 
red hair and cords on. A striped polo shirt and 
reeboks. I have my arms crossed across my chest 
and I'm squinting in the sunlight. I'm at a loss 
for words. I had hoped I would wake up with 
the light, and been able to come up to the house 
and knock on the door. Now I look like a hobo, 
and an oddly well dressed one, at that. 

"He looks like Uncle John," says 1 1-year old me. 

"I do, I always have." 

As I say this, my father looks right at me and I 
can tell from the look on his face that he agrees, 
I do look like my mother's youngest brother, 
who is in fact younger than 201 1 me in 1985. 

I've got to get out of here. I'm not ready for this 
and there are other people around. Mr. Camp- 
bell's was — is — across the street and two hous- 
es down and there are other kids on the street. 
That's why we loved it so much. Four of them 
are hanging around my dad: Mike, Abby, Beth, 
and Elizabeth. I see Elizabeth's dad standing on 
his porch with a weed trimmer. He is looking at 
us all. I really fucked this up. I would have set 
the alarm on my phone, but that would require 
it be on all night and god knows you can't keep 
a charge over night. 

"Uh, sorry folks. I got locked out of my condo." 

I wiggle out of the bushes and gingerly move 
towards the old fence behind Mr. Campbell's 
that led behind the large condo buildings that 
our old little neighborhood hid behind. I move 
through the gap in the fence we used all the 
time. My Dad is still looking at me, but not like 
I'm about to be confronted by Chris Hansen on 
Dateline. I turn to walk, quickly, to the condos 
and I can see my mom's car is gone from the 
drive way. She's out. Where is she? 

I turn the corner behind a building to stop 
and get out of sight of all my old neighbors 
and — you know — myself! I stand there and 
my heart is pounding. I hadn't thought any of 
that through and I screwed it up royally be- 
fore I even began. Shit, I could just tell my dad 
that and he'd understand. Well, my 2011 Dad 
would. At 11 I've really only screwed up once. 
When I was 8 my Dad built this really nice two- 
tiered wooden deck on the front of our house. 
It covered this ugly simple concrete set of steps O 



STORIES 



and replaced with this much larger, nicer two- 
level deck with stairs and benches. That sum- 
mer, I used the deck as a base for my G.L Joe 
toy. I used a permanent Sharpie to mark where 
the vehicles and the helicopter should land. 
He was supremely pissed. I grin to myself and 
laugh. I look up and I see a For Sale sign... Cold- 
well Banker, with my mother's name on it. 

She's showing property. My mother went back 
to work soon after my youngest sister turned 
4, so about one year ago, 1984. 1 would need to 
call her and see what house she was showing. I 
reached for my phone. Of course, there isn't go- 
ing to be a cellular signal. I would need a pay- 
phone. Jesus Christ, when was the last time I 
used a pay phone on the street? Where was one? 

I remembered the Baskin Robbins had one, 
right next to the Pantera's Pizza. I bought a 
shake and got some quarters and dialed my 
mom's office number by heart. Still the same in 
201 1 as it was in 1985. The receptionist informed 
me of the time and location of the showing. I 
planned to show up when it was over — 1pm — 
and I would need all that time to walk there. 
1926 High School Avenue, my old friend Mark 
Bassmen's house. We had been close Mends 
until his parents put him in a expensive private 
prep school in 6th grade and they moved fur- 
ther out into the suburbs of St. Louis County. Je- 
sus, this had been my last summer with Mark, 
in 1985. When school started I went back to St. 
Mary's and he went to Loyola. 

I started walking, if I moved quickly I could get 
there by noon. I had an hour and more to plan 
how to do this. 



CHAPTER 5 I really wish I had bought a 
watch. A watch would be handy right now. As 
far as I'm concerned my android power is sa- 
cred and who even knows if the clock would 
work. I've tried to judge the wisdom of turning 
it on and fiddling around to see what it says, 
versus conserving power. I've walked around 
the block three times. This time, I stand in front, 
across the street. I see the tree-house Mark and 
I played in, long gone by now in 201 1. 1 see my 
mother start to escort a couple out of the front 
door and I make my move. No need to make 
myself look any more odd. My dress has always 



been conservative — buttons down, slacks, 
etc. — so I don't look too far removed from the 
stereotypical preppy guy; even the Chuck Tay- 
lors are around in 1985, but who knows. I have 
a messenger bag that is definitely NOT 1985 and 
glasses too, but who notices that? 

"Hello! Welcome to the showing." 

"Yes, good afternoon." 

"Come on in, we've had a lot of people today, 
but it looks like you might be the last. Are you 
alone?" 

"Yes..." 

"Not a problem at all, are you familiar with the 
neighborhood?" 

"Very; I grew up here. I haven't been back in 
twenty-five years." 

"Well, welcome back then." 

My mother leads me through the house and we 
exchange pleasant banter about the house. She 
is 34, the exact age of my girlfriend in 201 1. She 
has had three kids though and I am reminded 
of those years when we were young, how she 
struggled to lose weight. She looks so young to 
me though, but she is still Mom. She is still Me- 
lissa, that woman who is my Mom. We come 
back down from the second level and look out 
from the kitchen into the back yard. 

"So that is where Mark and Josh played?" 

"Excuse me?" 

"Mark Bassmen and his friend, Josh?" 

"Urn... yes... You know the Bassmens, then?" 

"I would say I know then very well..." 

"But you look to be my husband's age and 
you've not lived here for 25 years? Do you know 
Mr. Bassman?" 

"Yes, I do." 

My mother is tactful and sharp, she is looking 
at me intently. It is nerve-wracking and all too 
familiar. In a moment of tension, I default and 
whip out my phone. I go to unlock it with a 
swipe and she sees it. It is turned off so doesn't 
take my orders. I look at it's blank screen with 
the smudge across the bottom, my desperate at- O 




I SEE MY FATHER 
LOOKING AT ME... 
HIS HAND ON 
MY 11 YEAR-OLD 
SHOULDER. 




tempt to shield my 37 year-old self from my 1 1- 
year old mother's inquisitorial gaze. 

"What is that?" 

'This is nothing..." As I realize my slip up, I be- 
gin to put it back in my pocket, but them I see 
the look on her face, it has softened into interest. 
My Mother was always a Sci-fi fan. She gave me 
copies of The Martians Chronicles and Rendez- 
vous with Rama. We shared that love of Sci-fi all 
our lives together. Heinlein, Niven, Dick. She 
loved Dan Simmons when I gave her a copy of 
Ilium. This could be what I need. 

"Actually, it is something straight out of Star 
Trek." 

"Intriguing..." 

"Here take a look." I power it up. It makes the 
Android noise and the screen comes on. I slide 
to unlock. My girlfriend's face is the screensaver 
and a without skipping a beat, my mother says, 
"She's cute." I don't know what to do, everything 
about this device is 20 years beyond where she 
lives now. There are icons all over my screen: 
Angry Birds, Bubble Blast, MyFitness, Messag- 
ing, Contacts. 

"What is this little symbol., looks like a phone." 

"It is a phone. A camera too, take a look." I open 
up the camera and take a picture of her. I re- 
member this very phone has a picture of her 
grandchildren, my sister's kids. 

See, I took a picture of you..." I am looking at the 
phone, but I see she is finally and rightly ner- 
vous. I hope I didn't push it too far. 

"Someday everyone will have one of these..." 

She looks at me, a little afraid. I take out my wal- 
let and I begin to empty it on the kitchen coun- 
ter. My ID, my credit cards, frequent fl^er cards, 
my Dominick's cards, my Best Buy Reward 
Zone. I lay them all out in front her, with my ID 
right in front. 

She looks right at it. Then I said what might 
have been the perfect thing. 

"I'm just as afraid and nervous as you are right 
now." 

"Well, I highly doubt that." 

I move around the counter across from her and 
I slowly remove my iPod, the USB drive. I begin 
to empty my bag, newspapers and magazines I 
bought for the train, but also the WIRED I had 
from August. The Chicago Reader from earlier 



that week. I have folded up crossword puzzles 
I saved from the Chicago Red Eye to do on the 
train, all with dates all over them. 

"I'm from 2011. I'm Josh Carlisle from 2011; I'm 
37 years old. All of this here is what I have and 
you can ask me any question you want until 
you are satisfied that I am who I say I am." 

CHAPTER 6 "Oh really..." she says. "This is all 
very interesting. Am I supposed to go through 
all of this and be convinced of something? You 
don't look like you need money, so I'm at a loss 
to uncover what you want form a real estate 
agent in the suburbs." 

"I can't say what I want. As you can imagine 
this is a rare situation to say the least. Of course, 
I don't expect you to believe me, not right away. 
I don't have a lot of choices — well, legal choic- 
es — and I've never been one to dabble in illegal 
solutions... you taught me that." 

She looks up at me holding a United Airlines 
reward card. "Member since 2009" it says on the 
front. It has been sitting in my wallet for years 
and is scratched all over. She places it back on 
the table and picks up my ID again. 2011 Il- 
linois drivers' licenses have a water mark on 
them and she tilts it back a forth. 

"This is a lot of trouble to go through and I'm not 
sure what reward you are hoping to get." 

"Don't you even want hear the whole story of 
how I traveled through time and got here?" 

"Sure..." She reviews everything on the counter 
as I tell her about returning home to a home 
taken back in time. About becoming a thief and 
getting some cash. I talk about taking the train 
and reading about 1985 on the way home. I 
tell her that I knew that everyone I was friends 
with as an adult was a child, that every older 
colleague and mentor was now my age and 
likely to think me a clown. Who would I 
have in a world I've been removed from by 
26 years of time, something I thought pre- 
viously immutable. If my own Mother and Fa- 
ther couldn't look me in the eye and see who 
I was, then where was I to begin? Nowhere, 
nowhere I'd know about. I would be well and 
truly alone. Left adrift in a new old world with 
nothing, no identity, no family, no skills or 
training I could document, and only and few 
hundred dollars. No home, no car and not even 
a full change of clothes. All I have is a loose 
memory of 26 years yet to play out that would O 
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probably come screaming back at incon- 
venient and useless moments. 

"I feel like Merlin in The Once and Fu- 
ture King. I believe your copy was given 
to you by your college English teacher/' 

She removes her hands from the coun- 
ter, but stops short of taking a step back. 

"I can answer lots of questions like that, 
questions only I can answer/' 

"Which is really where all this is headed 
isn't it? Unless I call the police and have 
you arrested." 

"Isn't that the most likely ending here? 
I know you have some faith in things 
unseen, but my unwavering practical- 
ity comes from you. Time travel is im- 
possible, at least highly improbable, and 
you'd be foolish to believe it." 

"This is your wallet from 201 1?" She says 
lifting up my fkppy, empty leather wal- 
let. 

"Yep." 

She removes the money from inside and 
starts reading them. "2007. 2009. 1999. 
1998. 1981! 1987. 2010. You know, the pa- 
pers and cards would be somewhat easy 
to make for someone with an agenda, 
but this is difficult. Counterfeit money is 
hard to make and if you could do it, you 
wouldn't need to con people." 

"A reasonable hypothesis." 

"My 11 year old son... who you claim 
to be, said that same thing to me today 
when I asked if he was going to put off 
doing his homework until Sunday night. 
Tell me something I don't know." 

"I wasn't supposed to be your first child." 

My mother is a woman who is hard as 
nails. Perhaps she didn't expect her 37 
year old son to know she had a miscar- 
riage before she carried me to term. Per- 
haps she didn't expect her 37 year-old 
time traveling son to cut to the bone so 
quickly. 

"But, the doctors might now that and 
I could have talked to them. As part of 
my elaborate hoax, right? How about I 
tell you when I knew Santa Claus was 
you and Dad. Two years ago, and I mean 



1983, you and Dad got me new bike for 
Christmas. Dad's Mom was staying with 
us for Christmas so I was sleeping on the 
air mattress in the girls' room. The com- 
bination of anxiety and unusual sleep- 
ing arrangements meant I was resting 
fitfully as best. You and Dad have al- 
ways made Christmas great, laying out 
the gifts in the living room as if Santa 
had left them. Well, this year I thought 
I had slept all night. I got out of bed and 
walked into the Living Room. The only 
thing that had been set out was my great 
new red ten-speed bike. You walked into 
the room, saw me and shooed me quick- 
ly out. When I woke up after sleeping the 
night away, finally, I saw the bike and 
my brain knew that you and Dad were 
Santa. I never told the girls." 

She looked me in the eye. 

"Gather your things, I need to call my 
husband. Don't go anywhere." 

CHAPTER 7 My mother is on the 
phone, in the other room. She has 
grabbed the big plastic handset we all 
recognize as obsolete, taken the 12 feet 
of pig tail cord with her, and disappeared 
into the dining room. I am left with my 
thoughts and my pounding heart. My 
hands are sweaty. I look down at them 
and see that there are marks left by my 
fingernails. My glasses are blurry; I reach 
into my back pocket. Inside is a microfi- 
ber cloth for cleaning glasses. This fabric 
doesn't even exist, probably. As I clean 
my glasses I think about how I am just 
so unsure about everything. I remember 
so much from my childhood, but when 
did that all happen? If I tell my parents 
things I recall, have they even happened 
yet? Events from when I was 12 blur to- 
gether with events from when I was 8. 1 
even joke with friends that all my stories 
from childhood seem to have happened 
when I was 8. The dichotomy is palpable; 
being from the future but feeling lost in 
a time when I should be able to predict 
events. 

My mother raises her voice, but I can- 
not hear what she is saying. It would be 
wrong to eavesdrop and most likely not 
a wise PR move with a young woman 



with whom I hope to establish a form of 
trust over an impossible scenario. I be- 
gin to gather my things. I notice among 
them a copy of Heinlein's Stranger in a 
Strange Land and I chuckle to myself. I 
am returning items to my wallet when 
my mother returns from the dining 
room. She hangs up the phone. 

"My husband is on his way over right 
now. I would like you to go out front so I 
can lock up the house. The homeowners, 
the Bassmens, will be returning in a few 
hours." 

"What did he say?" 

"He asked if you had a green argyle zip- 
up sweater and an over-sized purse. Evi- 
dently, you've been to our house." 

"I have, yes. It didn't quite go as planned. 
I didn't really have a plan. How do you 
plan for this?" 

She is calm, but suddenly she looks tired. 
She looks at the fbor and then to the keys 
in her hands. She keeps looking down. 

"I guess you don't... As ridiculous as the 
whole thing sounds, as it is — ridicu- 
lous — we aren't going to have you ar- 
rested." 

"That's thoughtful." We both stand there. 
I don't know why we are both so ner- 
vous. Maybe I do, considering the cir- 
cumstances, but the feeling, the air be- 
tween us is so laden that it is impossible 
to know what to feel or think. "You have 
nothing more to ask me?" 

"No... not now, at least. I prefer to hear 
what Bill thinks. He definitely wants a 
word with you either way." 

"Ever the skeptic." She catches herself 
snickering in agreement then peers up 
at me from her lowered brow. Her smirk 
vanishes. (> 
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"111 wait out front by the tree growing 
around the bricks/' I offer. 

"Don't try too hard or well think you're 
over-doing it." 

I walk out the front door past the tree 
growing over the bricks used to fill up a 
hole decades ago. I look at my mother's 
car, a green Chevy Caprice Classic station 
wagon with fake wood panel decals. 
Wow. This old beater has been gone for 
years and years. We drove this thing to 
South Dakota, Florida, Philadelphia, and 
even Connecticut. My dad and I lined 
the back with tarps and filled it with fire- 
wood and mulch so many, many times. 
Later, I drove it to high school for two 
years. I drove high school Mends around 
in it. I would almost lose my virginity in 
it in 9 years... almost. 

I touch it, run my hands up the hood and 
start to look inside. I hear a car coming 
down the street and I look up to see my 
dad's green Datsun hatchback. I would 
total that very same car when I was 17. 
My girlfriend lived 40 minutes away 
and she gave me my first head on week- 
end nights as I drove her back home. 
Shit, that girl is 9 right now. 

He pulls up and parks behind my mom's 
car and I take a step back. He shuts it 
down and gets out. My mother is locking 
the door. I take a step forward as he closes 
the door and he turns to look at me. He's... 
guarded. My father is a genial and fun- 
loving man. All of my friends, for years, 
have loved my father. He loves people, 
animals, and kids, especially kids. He is, 
however, an immovable object of bald 
silence. He is not easily swayed. 

I stop and nervously grab my shoulders 
strap, I try to look confident but non- 
threatening. I have no idea if I am suc- 
ceeding. 

My mother walks over. "Hello Dear, did 
you leave Josh in charge?" 

"Yes, but he expects you to be right 
home." 

"I would think so." She turns to me. "You 
sir, I hope to see you soon." She looks 
over her shoulder at my father. "Back at 
the house perhaps." She says with final- 
ity, this was clearly her preferred choice 
of the non-negotiable options she gave 



my father. 

She gets in her car, turns the ignition, 
and buckles her safety belt. She waves at 
me and smiles. I wave back absentmind- 
edly. 

She pulls away. 

It is around 2pm on Saturday 
9/21/1985. 

"Shall we go for a drive?" my father 
suggests politely. 

I move towards the passenger side 
and stop in front of the car. 

"Where are we going?" I ask, re- 
membering the tenuous nature of 
my situation. 

"Not far," he says as he opens the door 
to get in the car. 



CHAPTER 8 My father's bald head 
disappears into the car. I see the car settle 
as he gets in and the I see his hand reach 
over and unlock the passenger door. 

Manual locks. 

I move and open the door. I lean over 
and look in. He is looking at me. He's... 
waiting. He's waiting for me to get in. 

"So... where are we going? I don't think 
it's too... inappropriate of me to ask." 

"We aren't going far." He continues to 
stare, then he shakes his head impatient- 
ly. "It's broad daylight and we are going 
somewhere public and visible." 

I grin, "Thanks." I stand up and let out a 
small sigh of relief. "I mean, I did wake 
up in the neighbor's bushes. You've got 
three kids to protect," I say as I get in the 
car. 

"Listen — " he says. He throws his right 
arm over the seat back to turn to me; I 
finch. "I can't say that I don't recognize 
you. When Josh said something this 
morning it crossed my mind that you 
looked like my son. I didn't think any- 
more of it until Melissa called." He looks 
me in the eye for a brief moment, he tilts 
his head from side to side. He squints. 

"But we can't stay here to talk, can we?" 
he says, as he removes his arm to turn 
the ignition. 




"I guess not. Mom says that Mark and his 
family will be back soon." 

"Don't call her that." 

"Yeah, I'm not sure what point in the 
process of believing the impossible you 
guys are at, but I know she's my mother, 
so... I'll do my best." I don't think I can 
push my luck. 

We drive around the corner, take another 
left and then another. We haven't driven 
50 yards before we turn into Tilles Park. 

"The Park?" 

"Has it changed much in 201 1?" 

"Not really, they still do the Christmas 
lights but there is a nice modern jungle 
gym and water fountain somewhere 
over there where those swings are now." 
I point. He grunts in the general direc- 
tion. 

We drive down a slope and around a few 
curves and come to a rest in a two car 
parking spot in front of a picnic bench, in 
the high back part of the park. We park 
and he gets out. I get out, too. I take my 
bag. 

"So, what is it you think you can get 
out my family? Money — do you need 
npv?" o 



money?" O 
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"No, it's not that — really. Listen, I can tell you 
the whole story just like I told Mom — er — Me- 
lissa/' 

We are both moving towards the table instinc- 
tively, but he stops. He puts his hand up and 
lowers his head, shaking it. "No, I don't want to 
hear all of that. How you came back from the 
future and what-not; Melissa and I took Josh 
and Megan to see Back to the Future just a few 
months ago. I don't want to hear about some 
flux-capacitor bullshit and, frankly, it's just... just 
crap! What's the word?" He places his hand on 
his hip and searches the air for the word with 
the other, he begins to pace. "Your mother is bet- 
ter with the words..." 

I jump on that, "My mother? I thought we 
weren't saying..." 

"Hey, yeah, so you look just like my son, you got 
the same hair and the eyes and, yeah, she is ner- 
vous that she believes what you're saying, but 
I don't have that luxury, do I? So what do you 
want?" He just looks at me. He makes his hand 
into an open palm and holds it up as if to say, 
"what the fuck else am I supposed to do?" 

"Advice!" I blurt out. 

He's non-plussed. I realize that that is the truth. 
"As far as I know, I am stuck here. Here in a 
place I barely remember. I guess it isn't so bad, 
I mean — I survived it once as a 1 1 year old but 
not without help." 

I begin pacing. "I don't have anything and I'm 
not talking about money or clothes or food. I'm 
talking about an identity, I don't have a valid 
1985 driver's license. I don't have basic things 
that allow a person to make their life in this 
world, you know?" I look at him and my arms 
are out like I'm begging. "I don't have... an em- 
ployment history... to get a job with. I have a 
Bachelor's Degree... IN 1996! There's no tran- 
script of that. As far as I know I am stuck here 
in 1985, not able to get back to 2011 with my 
girlfriend, and you and Mom in your sixties. 
So, I thought the only people who might — 
MIGHT — believe me would be my parents!" 

"Well, I'm not sure that I can do that," he says, 
arms crossed. 

'Then why did you bring me here?" I yell. His 
eyes register a moment of concern. "If you can't 
believe me, then why did you bring me specifi- 
cally to this spot. I know this spot, here in the 
park." I am accusing him now. My finger points 
past his shoulder towards the edge of the park, 
into some trees. 



"Right there! Right over there!" I stride past him 
pointing, shouting over my shoulder. 

"Here," I stop and stand in front a group of three 
trees. They are growing in what always looked 
like a perfect equilateral triangle. They are 6 feet 
apart. I turn to face him and point down in front 
of me looking right into his eyes. "This is where 
we buried him. He is right here, under three feet 
of earth, and we did it together and only you 
and I know about it. It's still fresh in your mind 
because it happened, what... like two years ago 
now?" 

He's stopped right in his tracks, 5 feet in front of 
me. This was the thing, the thing only I would 
know and he can't believe it. 

"Look, I even keep it with me — the tag. The dog 
tags, they're here in my messenger bag." I franti- 
cally whip around my bag. "I keep it in a velcro 
pocket with a few odds and ends." I am opening 
fkps and zippers and I rip open a velcro pock- 
et. Did they have velcro yet? Sure they did...? I 
reach in and bring out a simple nickel key ring, 
the kind that doubles back on itself. It has two 
dog identification tags on it. 

"After Midnight was put down, you and I bur- 
ied him right here. Then Mallory wanted a new 
dog, so you guys got — " 

"Doug..." he whispers, astonished. 

"Yeah..." I look down at the key ring and take 
two steps forward to hold up the two tags in 
front of his face. 

+ 

/ -"Midnight"- | 

\ Owner: Rick Carlisle 

* + 

+ 

/ -"Doug"- I 

\ Owner: Josh Carlisle 

* + 

" — Doug... he died in 1997." 

My father takes the ring and looks down at it. 
He looks up at me. No tears, no trembling, but 
his steeliness is gone. 

"Josh...?" 
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©ummers in Los Angeles were notoriously hot. 
It's the desert, you know, people don't real- 
ize that behind the glitz and glamour of the 
Hollywood elite there is just bone dry sand and dust 
settling under the paved roads and suburban parks. 
People think that L.A is a superficial city, with no depth 
behind its artificial glimmer, but the truth is so much 
worse. I know this now, in part because of the events I 
am about to unfold to you all. 

The year was 1989, the month was June. I was seven 
years old and fresh out of school, ready to take on three 
months of uninterrupted decadence and bliss. In those 
days the streets were still considered safe and us kids 
would take to them by storm, assaulting the parks and 
parking lots with unprecedented vigor. We'd start the 
day right, playing baseball or four-square with bound- 
less energy, and then idle down to lazy games of Horse 
or hide-and-seek as the sun bobbed its head and dipped 
beneath the Pacific. Of course, we always took a break 
when the ice cream man came by. 

The ice cream man. Oh how I can still remember his 
jingle. That sweet crescendo of notes lighting upon our 
delighted ears, and the subsequent scramble to his din- 
ky white truck for chocolate eclairs and Mickey Mouse 
bars. As kids we barely paid attention to the man him- 
self, so fixated we were on the sugary treats, but I recall 
he was an older gentleman, always quick to fksh us 
a smile though not overly friendly either. It didn't 
matter - inhaling gobs of gooey treats was all we 
ever cared about when he came by. Every day at 1 
PM, as reliable as a clock tower, the ice cream man 
would turn lazily down our neighborhood and 
herald that yes, today was another hot, sticky, glo- 
rious summer day. 

Our band of miscreants fluctuated day by day, 
though there were a few constants. Jenny, our 
leader, was a big girl for her age and therefore by 
default a giant in our midst. She was a bully but 
she looked out for all of us in her own weird way. 
Artie, the Jewish kid. His dad worked for some- 
one who worked for someone important and 
he liked to tell us that in his snot-nosed uppity 
voice. Laike, who I secretly thought wasn't so 
bad, for a girl. Mike, John, a couple of others. Me. 
I was the chubby one, the one whom the others 
liked to rag on. Ever since I could remember I 
was softer than the others, rounder somehow. I 



didn't think that was fair seeing as I wasn't really that 
different from the others. But you can understand my 
reticence whenever the ice cream man came by. After 
all, what seven year old wouldn't laugh at the little fat 
kid pumping his sausage legs towards his daily dose of 
sugar? 

When I think about it now, I can't help but won- 
der what would have happened if I was born a little 
thinner, or perhaps had a little thicker skin. If I didn't 
always hang back, waiting until the others had col- 
lected their treats before ashamedly stepping up and 
pushing a dollar into the old man's hand. But of course, 
ruminating on such matters is useless. I can only relate 
what happened. O 
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On a particularly hot day that June, I was 
walking home from the playground with Laike and 
John. We were chatting about something or other, al- 
ternating between distractedly switching topics and 
running around, as kids are apt to do. We were turn- 
ing the corner when we saw it. The ice cream truck, 
parked in the shadow of a copse of palm trees. We 
skidded to a halt like three little pigs, jaws agape. Im- 
mediately Laike shrieked "Ice cream!" and took off for 
the truck. John and I hung back, both puzzled - the 
ice cream man usually came to us; it was strange to 
come across his truck like this. We watched Laike as 
she approached, stalking the truck like a puppy after 
a dragon fly. She peered up and got a disgruntled look 
on her face. Turning back, she shook her head. "Nah, 
no one's there," she called. We shrugged and resumed 
walking, immediately losing interest. Laike skipped 
ahead while John and I argued over the logistics of a 
battle between Optimus Prime and Shredder. We had 
nearly completed the block when Laike glanced back 
and waved. 

It wasn't at us. 

The ice cream truck had come to life. It inched for- 
ward slowly, impeccably down the street towards us. 
Laike made to run back but something in me made me 
stick my hand out at her. I shook my head silently. 

"Whaaat?" Laike pouted. 

"Listen." We did. Like a heavy miasma, the air hung 
thick and absent of the jingle. "He's probably not open," 
I said. Laike shrugged in acquiesce and we resumed 



walking. The truck's low rumble creeped up behind 
us. Maybe we all sensed it, but none of us felt like 
talking. It was like something descended down the 
three of us, smothering our carefree play. We walked 
in uncharacteristic silence, ears straining to hear the 
truck. Its motor was rapidly growing loudly, a rum- 
bling beast stalking its prey. I dared not look back but 
instead quickened my pace. Laike and John didn't 
protest but followed suit. The truck approached, 
steadfast and implacable. There were no chimes. 
Where were the chimes? 

I finally looked back. The truck was idling again 
in front of another house. This time I looked careful- 
ly at its exterior, the scratched white paint, the col- 
orful images of creamsicles and sundaes adorning 
the surface. I could see pits in the pictures, where 
the plastered on images eroded away. It wasn't the 
usual truck, the one the old man drove. This one 
had an eye on it, carved sloppily into the steel. The 
eye was wide and bare and there was a black hole 
right where the pupil should be. Inside that hole 
there was only darkness. I tried to peer inside through 
another means but the windows were tinted black. 
Were they always that dark? I craned my neck, trying 
to see who the driver was. 

Then the truck roared to life. The three of us startled 
and jumped back as it whizzed by us, tearing down the 
street at a frightening speed. I know what I saw then, 
though the other two denied it. But the side window 
wasn't tinted, and the driver inside wasn't that friendly 
old man. He looked heavyset, and dressed in a colorful 
motley. I wiped my eyes from the exhaust and looked 
at my friends. The three of us stared at each other for 
a moment, and then dissolved into hysterics. The mo- 
ment had passed, whatever it was, and we could re- 
sume our journey home safely. 

Evening came all too quick, and our games took on 
a frantic pace as we tried to squeeze every last drop of 
that summer glow from the day. Laike, John, and a 
whole bunch of us were gathered at the park by Laike's 
house, where the parents could keep an eye on us. We 
could see them in the distance, stalwart figures keeping 
keen eyes on their progeny. To us though, they were 
the timekeepers, all too ready and eager to set into mo- 
tion and drag us from our idyllic bliss. The day's events 
had long since passed from my mind, and we were 
engaged in a deadly game of dodgeball. I hooked the 
ball to Laike, and then laughed as it bounced from her 
hands. "Butterfingers!" I crowed, thankful that it wasn't 
me this time who messed up the game. But Laike didn't 
care. Her eyes were only for the ice cream truck that 
had suddenly appeared in the distance. O 
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Took!" she point- 
ed. Heads whipped 
around in a frenzy. 

"Ice cream!" one 
boy shouted. 

"He came! He 
came!" shrieked a 
girl, oblivious to the 
fact that yes, the ice 
cream man always 
came. But usually he 
came earlier, when the 
sun reached its zenith 
and customers were 
piling up. He never 
came this hour, when 
the light hit the trees at 

that angle where the world burned. We didn't care. 
We knew what the truck meant. As usual I hung back 
and watched my thinner, faster peers fbck the truck. I 
could see parents moving forward too, as oblivious to 
this anomaly as the rest of us. I slowly walked up to the 
truck, then froze in my tracks. 

It was the same truck as before. That eye peered out 
in the midst of the plastered images and this time I 
could see that there was a second eye next to it. How 
did I miss it before? And those images below, those 
weren't pictures of ice cream. What I thought were 
chocolate bars were holes. The vanilla cakes were the 
color of bone and adorned a broken smile, which was 
lapped with rich ruby red. Nestled in the midst of the 
colorful treats was a horror to look at - a wide, grinning 
skull with bleeding lips turned up in a rictus. Nobody 
could see it but me. 

The children paid and were hastily unwrapping 
their bars. Looking back, I think I knew even then what 
was about to happen. In my imagination I surged 
forward, slapped hands away from the ice cream, 
screamed loud and long. But instead I just waited, and 
watched. 

The first girl bit into her bar. She chewed with bliss, 
and then her eyes popped wide. I watched her little 
body go stiff, and her breathing increase. I watched her 
chest rise and fall, rise and fall, spasming as she dou- 
bled over choking. By then the others were choking 
too, each fed their own special poison, handpicked by 
the ice cream man. It didn't take long. By the time the 
last one started choking, the first girl was frothing on 
the ground, feebly batting away the bubbles from her 
mouth. Parents were screaming, rushing by me. One 



knocked me to the ground 
and I felt my head hit the 
grassed. I closed my eyes, 
wondering if this is what 
my friends were feeling. 
There was a roar of the 
engine, and then more 
screaming. I propped 
myself up, ignoring the 
writhing figures about, 
and watched the ice 
cream truck drive away. 

In the end, eleven 
children died that day. 
I was supposed to be 
number twelve, but I 
was chubby for my age, reluctant to join 
my friends in their frenzy, always hanging back and 
always watching. They never caught the guy, you 
know. Some of you might wonder who he was, or why 
he did what he did. It really doesn't matter to me. As 
he was back then, he remains an irreconcilable force, 
something that should not have been there on that 
summer day, yet was so very much there. You might 
think there is no depth to this city, but you are wrong. 
It's only that beneath the surface of it all there is but 
howling, black, purposeless madness. 

Twenty one years later, my life remains defined by 
that day. The media loves me, so do the psychologists. 
I let them drink their fill. I smile and nod and tell them 
sure, maybe someday I'll write a book, though first I 
thought to share my story with all you good people. 
Life seems dull somehow, fogged by a gray I cannot 
shake. My mom tells me I should meet a nice wom- 
an, but all I can remember is that little girl's spasming 
body. Was it Laike who I watched in her final mo- 
ments, or someone else? I really can't recall any of their 
faces now, and that's the saddest part. 

Laike, John, Jenny, everyone. I'm sorry I couldn't 
take the plunge with you all. I'm sorry I was so scared, 
so self-conscious of my fat little body. I know he's still 
out there, watching and waiting for his next move. I 
hope he knows he forgot to serve one kid. Lately I've 
been taking long walks by myself, hoping to turn that 
corner and find waiting for me my redemption, that 
little bit of peace that can only come from someone as 
beloved as the ice cream man. O 
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WHAT IS RES? 

Reddit Enhancement Suite is a browser add-on that enhances the Reddit interface, and adds a great deal of function- 
ality beyond what Reddit provides. Over 300,000 redditors currently use RES and that number increases every day. 

WHO DEVELOPS RES? 

RES is developed by Steve Sobel [honestbleeps], with UI Design from Daniel Allen [solid whetstone]. 
HOW DO I GET IT? 

RES can be downloaded at redditenhancementsuite.com for the latest versions of Firefox, Chrome, Opera and Safari. 



FEATURES 



NEW COMMENT COUNT 

This shows how many new comments have 
been made in a thread since your last visit. It 
appears in a bright orangered color so you won't 
miss it. 

ACCOUNT SWITCHER 

If you have multiple reddit accounts, you know 
that it can be a pain to log in and out between 
them. Account switcher adds a little arrow next 
to your username that brings down a list of your 
accounts for easy switching. 

COMMENT NAVIGATOR 

Sometimes, comment threads can get long... Real 
long. When that happens, comment navigator 
helps you sift through to find the comments 
you want. Quickly jump around to friend's com- 
ments, IAMA comments (jumps to the parent 
comment of the submitter's comments), or new 
comments (reddit gold only). 

UPPERS AND DOWNERS 

This feature of RES displays the amount of up- 
votes and downvotes next to comments and 
links. 
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USER TAGGER 

Never again be caught off guard by a trick nov- 
elty account with the user tagger! Tagging users 
is very helpful when you want to watch spam- 
mers, follow insightful users, or remember some 
special in-joke. Do more than simply tag users- 
you can also ignore individual users if they are 
getting particularly bothersome. 

LIVE COMMENT PREVIEW 

Being able to see what your comment is going 
to look like when it's formatted saves time and 
energy. 
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DASHBOARD 

The dashboard is a new way to keep up with 
your reddit content. Instead of providing you 
with an algorithmically generated 'front page/ 
you have customizable 'widgets' that enable 
you to view a variety of content. Widgets can 
contain subreddits, multi-reddits, your inbox, 
and user pages. 

BETTEREDDIT 

bette Reddit brings a lot of nice little tweaks to 
the reddit UI. You can pin certain portions of 
the header to the top of the page as you scroll, 
or view the full comments of a submission with 
one click from any user page. Other enhance- 
ments like showing the video time in the titles 
of Youtube videos have a more passive function. 



NEVER ENDING REDDIT 

One of the most popular features of Reddit En- 
hancement Suite. Instead of clicking through 
page after page of submissions, RES automati- 
cally loads the next page of content and adds it 
to the bottom of the current one - making your 
reddit browsing go on and on. 

INLINE IMAGE VIEWER 

RES will detect links to images, and with the 
click of a button, any photos on the page can be 
expanded from within Reddit, individually, or 
all at once. 

SUBREDDIT MANAGER 

A completely custom shortcut bar at the top of 
every page. You can add and remove subreddits 
or multi-reddits, and view lists of subreddits in 
drop-down menus. 
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